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CHAPTER |.—Continued.

“Fm not so sure of It,” sald the cor
oner, shaking his head. “I have a
fealing that she lsn't one of the ordi
nary type. It wouldn't surprise me If
she belongs to—well, you might say
the upper ten. HSomebedy's wite, don't
you see. That will make it rather dif-
fioult, especlally as her tracks have
been protty well covered.”

“It beats me, how she got away

without leaving a single algn behind
her,” acknowledged the sheriff. “She's
a wonder, that's all I've got to say.”
. At that instant the door opensd and
Mrs. Wrandall appeared. She stopped
short, confronting the huddled group,
dry-eyed but as pallid as a ghost. Her
oyes were wide, apparently unseeing;
her colorless lips were parted in the
drawn rigidity that suggested but one
thing to the professional man who
looks: the “risls sardonlcus” of jhe
strychnae  victim. With a low cry,
the doctor started forward, fully con-
wvinced that she had swallowed the
deadly drug,

“For God's sake, madam,” he began,
But as he spoke her expression
changed; she seemed to be aware of
their presence for the first time. Her
aoyesa narrowod In a curfous manner,
and the rigld lips seemed to surge
with blood, presenting the effect of a
queer, swilt-fading emlile that lingered
long after her face was set and serl-
ous. |

“1 neglected to raise the window, Dr.
Sheel,” she sald In & low volce. “It
was vary cold in there,” She shivered
-alightly, “WIll you be so kind as to
tell me what I am to do now? What
formalities remain for me—"

The coroner was at her glde. "Time
enough for that, Mrs. Wrandall. The
first thing you are to do is to take
and pull

l“?

asurself togethar a bit—"

8he drew herself up coldly. “I am
‘e myself, Dr. Sheef, Pray do not
m yoursalf on my aceount. [ shall
liged to you, however, if you will
e what I am to do as speedily ns
Me, and let me do (t so that |
. leave this—this unhappy place
thout delay. No! 1 mean It, sir,
. am golng tonight—unless, of course,”
abe sald, with a quick look at the sher-

iff, “the law stands In the way.™

“"You are at liber. to come and go
sald the
“but it 18 most foolhardy to
think of—"

“Thank you, Mr. Sheriff,” she said,
“for letting me go. 1 thought perhape
there might be legal restraint.” She
sanl a swift glance over her shoulder,
and then spoke in & high, shrill volce,
indicative of extreme dread and uneas-
Iness:

"Close the door to that room!”

The door was standing wide open,
Just as she had left it. Startled, the
coroner’'s deputy sprang forward to
close it. Involuntarily, all of ber lis-
teners looked In the direction of the
room, as if expecting to see the form
of the murdered man advanelng upon
them. The feeling, swiftly gone, was
most uncanny.

“Close It from the Inside,” e¢com-
manded the coroner, with unmistaka-
ble emphasis. The man hesitated, and
then did as he was ordered, but not
without a curious look at the wife of
the dead man, whose back was toward
him, '

“He will not find anything disturbed,
doctor,” said she, divining his thought
“1 had the feeling that something was
creeping toward us out of that room.”

“You have every resson Lo be nery-
ous, madam. The situation has been
most cxtraordinary—most  trying,”
sald the coroner, *“1 beg of you to
come downstalrs, where we may at-
tend to a few necessary detalls with-
out delay. It has been a most fa-
tiguing matter for all of us. Hours
without sleep, and such wretched
weather."

They descended to the warm little
reception reom, She sent at once for
the Inn keepor, who eame (n and glow-
ered at her as If she were wholly re-

_ sponsible for the blight that had been
“Lm upon his place.

+, "Will you be good enough to send
some one to the station with me In
your depot wagon?!' sghe demanded
without hesltation.

He stared. “We don't run a ‘bus
in the winter time,” he sald, gruffly.

She opened the little chatelaine bag
that hung from her wrist and abstract-
ed a card which she submitted to the
coroner,

“You will find, Doctor Sheef, that the
car my huosband came up here in be
longs to me, This Is the card lssued
by the state. It Is in my name. The
factory’' number (s there. You may
compare it with the one on the car.
My husband took the car without ob-
talning my consent”

“Joy riding,” sald Burton, with an
ugly Imugh. Then he qualled before
the look she gave him.

“If no other means is offered, Doc:
tor Sheef, 1 shall ask you to let me
take the car. | am perfectly capable
1 have driven it in the
gountry for two seasons, All I nsk Is
that some one be directed to go with
me to the station. No! Better than
if there is some one here who s

o

accompany me to the city,
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sherif has goné out to compare the
numbers. If he finda that the car Is
yours, he will see to It, with Mr.
Dirake, that it is made ready for you.
I take It that we will have no difficulty
lo—" He hesitated, at a loss for
worda,

“In finding It agaln in case you need
It for evidence?' she supplied. He
nodded. "1 shall make it a point, Doe-
tor Sheef, to present the car to the
state after it has perved my purpose
tonight, I shall not ride In it again.”

“The sherif bas a man who will
ride with you to the station or the
oity, whichever you may elect. Now,
may I troubls you to make answer to
certain questions I shall write out for
you at once? The man (s Challls

Wrandall, your husband? You are
positive? .
“I am positive. He ls—or was—

Challis Wrandall.”

Half an hour later she was ready for
the trip to New York city. The clock
in the office marked the hour as one.
A toddied individual in a great buffa
lo coat walted for her outside, hic-
coughing and bandying jest with the
half-frozen men who had agent the
night with him In the forlorn hopo of
finding the girl.

Mrs, Wrandall gave final instruc-
tions to the coromer and his deputy,
who happened to be the undertaker’s
asslstant. BShe had answered all the
questions that bad been put to her.
and had signed the document with a
firm, untrembling band. Her vell had
been lowered sinee the beginning of
the examination. They did not see
her face; they only heard the calm,
low voice, sweet with fatigue and |
dread.

“1 shall notify my brother-in-law as
soon as I remch the city,” she eald,
“He will attend to everything. Mr.
Leslle Wrandall, I mean. My hus-
band's only brother. He will be here
In the morning, Doctor Sheef, My own
apartment Is not open. [ have been
staylng in a hotel since my return
from Eorope two days ago. But 1
shall attend to the opening of the
place tomorrow. You will find me
there,”

The coroner hesitated a moment be-
fore putting the question that had
come to his mind as she spoke.

"Two days ago, madam? May [ In-
quire where your husband has been
living during your absence abroad?
When did you inst see him alive?"

She did not reply for many sec-
onds, and then It was with a perceptl-
ble effort.

“l have not seen him since my re-
turn until—tonight,” she replied, a
hoarse note creeplng Into her volce
“He did not meet me on my return.
His brother Leslle came to the dock.
He—he sald that Challls, who eame
back from FEurope two weeks ahead
of me, had been called to St. Louis on
very lmportant business. My husband
had been lving at his elub, 1 under
stand. ‘That {8 gll I can tell you, sir.”

“1 see,” sald the coroner, gently, |

He opened the door for her and she
passed out. A number of men were
grouped about the throbbing motor

car. They fell away as she ap
proached, silently fading into the
ghadows llke so many vast, unwhole-

some ghosats. The sherif and Drake
came forward.

“This man will go with you, ma-
dam,” sald the sberiff, pointing to an
unsteady figure beside the machine
“He s the only one who will under-
take it. They're all played out, you
see. He has been drinking, but only
on account of the hardships he has
undergone tonight. You will be quite
sufe with Morley.”

No snow was falling, but a bleak
wind blew meanly. The alr was free
from particles of sleet; wetly the fall
of the night clung to the sarth where
it had fallen, '

“If he will gulde me to the Post-
road, that is all | ask,” sald she hur
riedly.

Involuntarily she glanced up-

“This Man Will Go With You, Madam,”
Said the Sherift,

ward. The curlalns In an upstairs
window were blowing Inward and &
dim light shone out upon the roof of
the porch. B8he shuddered and then
climbed up to the seat and took her
place at the wheel,

A few moments later the three men
standing in the middle of the road
watched the car as It rushed away.

“By George, she's a wonder!" pald
the sheriff,

CHAPTER II.
The Passing of a Night,
The sheriff was right. Sara Wran-
dall wi u an extraordinary woman, If
1 may be permitied to mdlty his rath-
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standstill beside the station. Through

y | wide, excited oyes. "Gee whiz! May-
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confronted her on this dreadful night,
and yet she faced it with a fortitude
that seams almost unholy,

She had loved her handsome, way-
ward husband. He had hurt her deep-
Iy more times than she chose to re-
member during the six years of their
married life, but she had loved him
In spite of the wounds up to the In-
stant when she stood beside his dead
body In the cold little room at Bur.
ton's Inn. She went there loving him
a8 he had lived, yet prepared, almost
foresworn, to loathe him as he had
dled, and she left him Ilying there
alone In that dreary room without a
spark of the old affection in her soul
Her love for him died in giving birth,
to the hatred that now possessed her.
While he lived it was not in her pow-
er to control the unreasoning, resist-
leas thing that stands for love In wom-
an; he was her lover, the master of
ber Impulses. Dead, ke was an un-
wholesome, unlovely clod, a pallid
thing to be scorned, a hulk of worth-
less clay. His blood was cold. He
could no longer warm her with it; it
could no longer kill the chill that hia
misdeeds cast about her tender spensl-
tiveness; his lips and eyes never more
could smile and conquer. He was a
dead thing. Her love was a dead
thing. They lay separate and apart.
The tie was broken. With love dled
the final spark of respect shé had left
for him in her tired, loyal, betrayed
heart. He was at last a thing to be
despleed, aven by her, She despised
him.

8he sent the car down the slope and
across the moonless valley with small
regard for her own or her compan-
fon's safety. It swerved from side to
side, skidded and leaped with terri-
fying suddenness, but held {tsa way as
atralght as the bird that fles, driven
by a steady hand and a mind that had
no thought for peril, A sober man at
her side would have beon afrald; this
man swayed mildly to and fro and
chuckled with drunken glee.

Her bitter thoughts were not of the
dead man back there, but of the live
years that she was to bury with him;
years that would never pass beyond
her ken, that would never die. He
had loved her in his wild, ruthless
way. He had left her times without
number in the years gone by, but he
had always come back, gally unchas-
tened, to remold the love that walted
with dog-llke Adelity for the touch of
his cunning hand. But he had taken
his last flight. He would not come
back again. It was all over. Once too
often he had tried his reckless wings.
She would not have to forgive him
agaln. Uppermost in her mind was
the curiously restful thought that his
troubles were over, and with them her |
own. A hand less forgiving than hers
had struck him dead.

Somehow, she envied the woman to
whom that hand belonged. It had
been her divine right to kill, and yet
another took It from her.

Hack there at the lon she had sald
to the astonished sheriff:

“Poor thing, II' she can escape pun-
Iehment for this, let it be so. [ shall
not help the law to killl ber slmply
because she took it In her own hands
to pay that man what she owed him.
! shall not be the one to say that he
dld npot deserve death at her hande,
whoever she may be. No, 1 shall offer
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no reward. If you catch her, 1 shall
be sorry for her, Mr. Sheriff. Belleve
me, 1 bear her no grudge.”

“But she robbed him,” the sheriff |
had cried.

“From my point of view, Mr. Sher- |
iff, that hasn't anything to do with the |
case,” was her slgnificant reply.

“Of course, | am mnot defending
bim."

“Nor am [ defending her,” she had
retorted. “It would appear that she |s
able to defend herself.”

Now, on the cold, trackless road, she
wans saying to herself that she did
have a grudge against the woman
who had destroyed the life that be-
longed to her, who had killed the
thing that was hers to kill. 8he could
not mourn for him. She could only
wonder what the poor, bunted, ter
rifled creature would de when taken
and made to pay for the l.hln; she hat
done.

Once, In the course of her bitter re
flectlons, she spoke aloud in u shrill,
tense volce, forgetful of the presence
of the man beslde her:

“Thank God they will see him now
as | have seen him all these years.
They will know him as they have
never known him. Thank God for
that!*

The man looked at her atupldly and
muttered something under his breath.
She heard him, and recalling her wits,
asked which turn she was to take for
the statlon, The fellow lopped back
in the seat, top drunk to reply.

For a moment she was dismayed,
frightened. Then she  resolutely
reached out and shook him by the
shoulder; Bhe had brought the oar
to a full stop.

“Arous¢ yourself, man!” ghe cried.
“Do you want to freeze to death?
Where ls the station?"

He stralghtened up with an effort,
and, after valnly seeking light in the
darkuess, fell back again with a grunt,
but managed to wave his hand toward
the left. She took the chance. In
five minutes she brought the car to o

the window she saw a man with his
feet cocked bigh, reading. He leaped
to his feet In amazement as she en-
tered the waltingroom.

“Are you the agent? she demanded,

“No, ma'sm. I'm llnply staylog
here for the sheriff, Wae're looking for
& woman—say!”" He stopped short
and stared al the velled face with
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“If you will step outside you will
find one of the sherifl's deputies in my
automoblle, helplessly Intoxicated. |
am Mrg. Wrandall.”

"Oh,"” he gasped. “I heard ‘em say
you were coming up tonight, Waell,
say! What do you think of—"

“In there a train In before morning?”

“No, ma'am. Seven-forty Is the
first.”
Sire wkited a moment. “Then 1 shall

have to ask ysu to come out and gel
your fellow-deputy. He = useless to
me. | mean to go on In the machine.
The sheriff understands.”

The fellow hesitated.

“l cannot take him with me, and he
will freeze to death if I leave him iu
the road. Will you come?”

The man stared at her,

“Say, Is It your husband?' he
asked ngape. .
She nodded her head.

“Well, I'll go out and have a look
at the fellow you've got with you,*
he said, still doubtful.

She stood in the door while he

She Knew—This Wase the Woman,

crogsed over te the car and peered at
the face of the sleaper.

“Steve Morley,” he sald
a goat."

“Pleasa remove him from the car,”
she directed.

Later on, as he stood looking down
at the inert figure in the big rocking
chalr, and panting from his labors, he
heard her say patiently:

“And now will you be so good as to
direet me to the Post-road.”

He scratched hig head “This Is
mighty queer, the whole business '™ he
deciared, assalled by doubts. “'Sup-
pose you are not Mre., Wrandall, but

the other one. What then?"

Ag If In answer to his question, the
man Morley openad his blear-eyes and
tried to get to his feet

“What—what are we doin’ hare, Mis'

“Fuller'n

Wran'all? Wha's up?”
“Stay where vou are, Steve' sald
the other. "It's all right” Then he

went forth and pointed the way to
her. “Its a long ways to Columbus
Cirele,” he sald. "1 don't envy you the
trip. Keep stralght ahead after you
hit the Post-road” He stood there
listening until the whir of the motor
was lost In the distance. “She'll never
make it," he suld to himself. *“It's
more than & strong man could do on
roads like these. Bhe must be erazy.”

Coming to the Post-road, she in-
creased the speed of the car, with the
sharp wind behind her, her eyes In-
tent on the white streteh that leaped
up in front of the lamps like n blank
wall beyond which there was nothing
but dense oblivion. But for the fact
thot she kunew that this road ran
atraight and unobstructed Into the out-
skirts of New York, she might have
lost courage and declsion. The natural
confldence of an experienced driver
was hers, She had the daring of one
who bag never met with an aceldent,
and who trusts to the instinets rather
than to an sctual understanding of
conditions, With her, It was not &
question of her own capacity and
strength, but a belief in the fidelity of
the engine that carrled her forward.
It had not occurred to her that the
task of gulding that heavy, swerving
thing through the unbroken road was
something beyond her powers of en-
durance. She often had driven It a
hundred miles snd more without rest-
ing, or without losing zest In the en-
terprise; then why should she fear
the small matter of 30 miles, even un-
der the most trying of conditions?

Sharply there came to her mind the
guestion: was she the only one abroad
in this black little world? What of
the other woman? The one who was
being hunted? Where was she? And
what of the ghost at her heels?

The ecar bounded over a rallroad
crossing., She recalled the directions
given by the man at the station and
hastily applied the brake. There was
another and more dangerous crossing
# hundred yards ahead. She had been
warned particularly to take It care
fully, as there was.a sharp curve In
the road beyond.

Suddenly she jammed down the
emergency brake, a startled exclama-
tion falling from her llps, Not 20
feet ahead, In the middle of the road
and directly in line with the light of
the lamps, stood a black, motionless
fligure—the figure of a woman whose
head was lowered and whose arms
hung limply at her sldes,

Tha woman in the car bent forward
over the wheel, staring hard. Many
seconds passed. At last the forlorn

ect In the roadway lifted her face
and yacantly into the glare of
the ps. Her eyes were wideopen,
her face o ghastly vhiu.
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The Agure swuyed and then moved
a few steps forward. %linded by the
lights, ahe bent her head and shielded
her eyes with her hand the better to
glimpse the occupant of the ear.

“Are you looking for me?" she eried
oul shrilly, at the same time spread-
ing her arms as If In surrender, It
was almost a wall.

Mrs, Wrandall caught her breath.
Her heart began to beat once mora.

“Who are you? What do you want?”
she cried out, without knowing what
she sald,

The girl sturted. She had not ex-
pected to hear the volee of a woman,
She staggered to the side of the road,
out of the line of light.

“I—1 beg your pardon,” she cried—
It was llke a wall of disappointment—
“I mm sorry to have stopped you.”

“"Comse here," commanded the other,
stlll staring.

The unsteady figure advanced. Halt-
ing beside the car, she leaned across
the spare tires and gazed into the
éyes of the driver, Thelr faces were
not more than a foot apart, their eyen
were narrowed In tense scrutiny.

“What do you want?" repeated Mrs.
Wrandell, her voice hoarse and trem-
ulous,

“I am looking for an lon,
be near by. 1 do—"

“An ion?' with a start.

"I do not recall the name. It ts not
far from a village, in the hills.”

“Do you mean Burton's?™

“Yes. That's Iit. Can you direct
me?" The volee of the girl was falnt;
she sgemed about to fall.

“It Is six or eight miles from here,”
sald Mra. Wrandall, still looking in
wonder at the miserable night-farer.

The girl's head sank; a moan of de-
spalr eame through her lips, ending in
n sob,

“S8o far as that?” she murmured.
Then she drew herself up with a fine
show of resolution. “But I must not
sgtop here. Thank you."

It must

“Walt!™ erled the other. The girl
turned to her onee more, “ls—is It
a matter of life or death?"

There was o long sllence. “Yes, [

must find my way there, It {s—death.”

Sara Wrandall laid her heavily
gloved hand on the slim flngers that
touched the tire,

“Listen to me,” she sald, a shrill
noto of resolve ringing Iin her volee.
“I am golug to New York. Won't
you let me take you with me?

The girl drew back, wonder and ap-
prehension struggling for the mastery
of her eyes.

“But I am bound the other way. To
the inn. [ must go on.”

“Come with me,"” sald Sara Wrandall
firmly. “You must not go back there.
I know what has happened there.
Come! 1 will take care of you. You
must not go fo the ion.”

“You know?" faltered the girl.

“Yes, You poor thing!" There was
infinite pity In her voice.

The “irl Inld her head on her arms.

Mrs. Wrandall sat above her, lock-
Ing down, held mute by warring emo-
tlonk., The impossible had eome to
pass, The girl for whom the whole
world would be searching in a day or
two, had stepped out of the unknown
and, by the most whimesical jest of
fate, Into the custody of the one per-
son most Interested of all in that self-
same world. It was unbellevable. She
wonderad if it were not a dream, or
the hallucination of an overwrought
mind. Spurred by the sudden doubt
a  to the reality of the object before
her, she stretched out her hand and
touched the girl’'s shoulder.

Instantly she looked up. Her fin-
gers sought the friendly hand and
clasped It tightly,

“Oh, it you will only take me to the
city with you! If you only give me
the chance,” she orled hoarsely. “1
don't know what Impulse was driv-
ing me back there. 1 only know |
could not help myself. You really
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WITH THE BREAK DF DAWN

Birth of a New Day as Seen and De-
scribed by One Who Had the
Vision of the Poet,

As we proceeded, the timld approach
of twilight became morse perceptible,
the Intense blue of the sky began to
soften, the smaller stars, like lttle
children, went first to rest; the sister
beams of the Plelades soon melted
together, but the bright constellations
of the west and north remalned un-
changed, BSteadily the wondrous trans-
figuration went on. Hands of angels
hidden from mortal eyes shifted the
gcenery of the heavens; the glorles
of night diseolved Into the glories of
the dawn. The blue sky now turned
more softly gray; the great walch
stars shut up their holy oyes; the cast
began to -kindle. Falnt streaks of
purple soon biushed along the sky;
the celestial conclave was flled with
the nflowing tides of the morning
light, which came pouring down from
above In one great ocean of radlance,
till at length, us we reached the Dlue
hills, & flash of purple fire blazed out
from above the horizon and turned the
dewy teardrops of Aower and leaf joto
rubles and digmonds, In a few sec-
onds the everlasting gotes of the
moruing were thrown wide open and
the lord of day, arrayed In glorles too

wevere for the gase of man, began his
Everett,
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mean it? You will take me with you?"

“Yes. Don't be afrald. Come! Oet
in," sald the woman in the car rapldly.
“You—you are real?™

The girl did not hear the strange
question. She was hurrying around
to the opposite gide of the car. As
she crossed before the lamps, Mrs.
Wrandall notieed with dulled inter-
est that her garments were covered
with mud; her small, comely hat was
in sad disorder; loose wisps of halr
fluttered with the unsightly vell. Her
hands, she recalled, were clad In thin
suede gloves. She would be half-
frozen. She had been out In all this
terrible weather—perhaps since the
hour of her flight from the inn.

The odd feeling of pity grew strong-
er within her. She made no effort to
analyze It, nor to account for it. Why
should she pity the slayer of her hus-
band? It was a question unasked, un-
considered. Afterwards she was 0o
recall this hour and its strange Im-
pulses, and to realize that It was not
pity, but mercy that moved her to do
the extraordinary thing that followed.

Trembling all over, her teeth chat-
tering, her breath coming in short lit-
tle moans, the girl struggled up be-
#ldoe her and fell back In the seat
Without a word, Sara Wrandall drew
the great buffalo robe over her and
tucked It in about her feet and legs
far up about her body, which bad
slumped down in the seat

“You are very, very good,” chattered
the girl, almost Inaudibly. “I shall nev-
er forget—" She did not complete the
sentence, but sat upright and fixed her
gaze on her companion’s face. “You—
you are not dolng this just to turn
me over to—to the police? They must
be searching for me. You are not
golng to give me up to them, are you?
There will be a reward 1—"

“There 18 no reward,” sald Sars
Wrandall sharply. “1 do not mean o
give you up. I am simply giving you
a chance to get away. I have always
falt sorry for the fox when the time

for the kill drew near. That's the
way I feel”
“Oh, thank you! Thank you! But

what am I saying? Why should I per
mit you to do this for me? I meant to
go back there and have it over with.
1 know I can't escape. It will have Lo
come, it is bound to come. Why put
It off7 Let them take me, lot them
do what they will with me. I-—"

“Hush! We'll see. First of all, un-
derstand me: 1 shall not turn you
over to the poliee. 1 will give you the
chance. 1 will help you. 1 ean do
no more than that'"

“But why should you help me? I1—
I—oh, I can't let you do it! You do
not understand. I—have—committed
—a—Lterrible—" she broke off with a
groan,

“1 understand,” #ald the other, some-
thing like grimness in her level tones.
“l have been tempted more than once
mysell.” The enlgmatiec remark made
no impression on the listener.

"1 wonder how long ago It was that
it all happened,” muttered the girl, as
if to herself. “It geems ages—oh,
such ages.”

"Where have you been hiding since
last night?’ asked Mrs. Wrandali,
throwing in the clutech. The ¢ar start-
ed forward with a Jerk, kicking up the
snow behind it

“Was it only last night? Oh, I've
been—" The thought of her suffer-
{ngs from exposure and dread was too
much for the wretched creature. She
broke out in a soft wail,

“You've been out in all this weath-
er? demuanded the other,

“1 loat my way. In the hills back
there. 1 don't know where [ was."

“Had you no place of shelter?”

“Where could 1 seek shelter? |
spent the day In the cellar of a farm-
er's house. He didn't know [ was
there. I have had no food."”

“Why did you kill that man?"

(TO BE CONTINUED)

used to call this national egotism
“ethnocentriem,” and cited an instance
of It from & message sent south by a
native Greenlander, extolling his land
and its Inhabltants as greatly su-
perior to the countries and races ¢F
white men. In the Journal of Re
liglous Paychology the anthropologlst
Crantz 18 quoted as saying:

“The Greenlanders consider themw
selves na the only clvilized nation n
the world. They are far superior in
thelr own estimation to the Euroe-
peans, who supply an Inexhaustible
subject of ralllery for thelr eoecial par-
ties, They do not appreclate the at-
titude of arrogant superiority adopted
by many white men in their inter-
course with so-called savages.”

How It Happened.

His wife had made a Httle quiet in-
vestigation of his coat.

“Henry,” she sald in no pleasant
tone, “you never malied the letter 1
gave you last week. | can feel |t
right in the corner of your coat.”

Her husband brought out the coat
fn a rather shame-faced way, There
was no doubt, the letter was just
where she sald. Reaching Into the in-
sire pocket, he groped down and down
untll he at last grasped the onvelope,

“Yes, my dear,” he replied; “you
aon, it slipped down through the torn
lining you promised to sew up more
than a month ago,” .

g Agalnst Expense,
& New York millio

| CORN CAN BE mw
ON CANADIAN mumu ‘

N&

Manitoba 18 now commencing te
produce considerable corn, chiefly for
feedlng purposes. In some oases,
where the crop can be matured Into
the dough stage, silos could be wsed
and would be & profitable in
According 1o the Farm and Hanoh
view, a correspondent visited a
of corn In southern Manitoba on
tember 28. The corn then was
touched by frost and It stood on
average elght and nine feot in hel
The corn had developed into
dough stage, and the crop would eanlly
exceed 20 tons to the mere. At many
experimental farms, the same favors
able showing of the corn crop has
manifestad Itaslf. At the Brandon ex-
perimental farm this year several va-
rietles, all very good yielders, matured
into good sllo corn.

Consldering the success with which
corn can be produced, and the advan-
tages to be galned by so producing it,
should not it recelve the serlous at-
tentlon of the wemtern agriculturist?

Corn s successfully grown in the
northern part of Minnesota in simbk
lar soll and under the same climatio
condition, and there does not appear
to be any reason why llke results
should not be secured In westesrn Can-
ada. It is the opinlon of many Ameri-
can farmers of experience that the
corn belt Is extending northward. The
prairie provinces must gradually take
up with mixed farming. More stock
on the farms must be ralsed, and in
consequence farming must to some
extent be diverted from grain growing
to other necessary crops. If crops
suitable for wintering cattle and espe-
clally dalry stock are to be grown,
why should not corn be one of these
erops? In Ontario and in the United
Btates we find It forms the maln bulky
food for wintering beef and dairy eat-
tle. They would not be without this
profitable plant. In fact, since its in-
troduction almost twice as much stock
can be retalned on the same amount
of land, besldes consldering jte great
valua for keaping the lan clean.
Bome may say that many crops that
can be grown in Ontarlo and the
SBtates cannot be grown here, but not
so with corn, even now we find scat-
tered fields of corn in Alberta and
Saskatchewan —Advertisement

g%

An ldea.

About the thinnest substance known
ia teleplasma, which |s described as &
sort of a cross between smoke and
splderweb. Wouldn't a gown made of
it be just too exquisite for anything!
~—Youngstown Telegram.

Dr. Pierce's Pel!eu small, sugar-coated,
easy to take s ecandy, te and inﬂr
orate stomach, liver and bowels,
gripe. Adv.

All Equally Right—or Wrong.

Former President Taft told this lit-
tle story to lllustrate the puzzling
character of a certain public question:

“l feel about that questlon very
much as the man did who came across
n creek which, as rome one told bim,
was called the Saskaschiquallie creek
He asked a resident of the neighbor
hood how the spelled that name. The
native sald: ‘Some spells It one way,
and some spells it another, but In wy
Judgment there aln't any correct way
of spelling it "—Youth's Companion.

Gifted Princess Sophla.

Princess Sophin, wife of the ruler of
the new state of Albania, is sald to be
a highly gifted woman. She is the
mother of two clildren and quite s
musgielan, She plays the harp, mando-
lin and gultar, singing to her own ao-
companiments. She writes poems and
paints and has collectad about her in
Potsdem a charming vi.cle of artista
She grew up in the country, in Rouma-
nla, and can ride any kind of & horse.
Her husband, Prince Willlam of Wied,
s a great student, an athlete, and also
I8 said to be a man of great lntellee-
tual force.

King George In France,

During the visit of King George and
Queen Mary to Paris his majesty will
be present at the annual spring review
of the Paris garrison on April 22, Tha
review will be held, as in previous
sears, nt Vincennes. The review is
generally held in March, dut out of
compliment to King George it has
been delayed this year.

CLEVER WIFE
Knew How to Keep Peace In Family,

It Is quite significant, the number of
persons who get well of alarming
heart trouble when they lot up on cof-
fee and use Postum as the beverage at
meals,

There Is nothing surprising about it,
however, because the harmful alkalold
~caflelne—Iin coffeo is pot present in
Postum, which is made of clean, hard
wheat,

“Two years ago 1 was having so
mu2h trouble with my heart,"” writes
a lady in Washington, “that at times
I felt quite alarmed. My husband took
me to a speclallst to have my heart
examined.

*“The doctor sald he could find no
organie trouble but said my heart was
frritabla from something | had been
necustomed to, and asked me to
and remember what disagreed wi
me,

“I remembered that eoffes always
#oured on my stomach and caused me
trouble from palpitation of the heart.
So 1 stopped coffee and began to use
Postum. 1 have had mno further
trouble sinece,

“A nelghbor of ours, an oW man,
was so irritable from drinking coffes
that his wife wanted him to drink
Postum. This made him very angry,
but his wife secured somo Postum
made It carefully according to direo
tlons,

“He drank the Postum and did not
know the difference, and is still using
it to hia lasting benefit. He tolis his
wifa that the ‘coffee’ in better than it
used to be, vo she smiles with him and
keeps pence in the family by uﬂlu
Postum Instead of coffon”

Name given by the Podtum Co.,
Battle Creek, llleil
Postum now comes In two forms:
Regular Postum — must be well
holled. 16e and 260 packnges.

der. A teaspoonfu
in a gup of hat

‘netant Postum—Ia & soluble pow-
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